for an insult His eyes fell on the newspaper He bent
over it, and straightened himself up again almost at
once
cHullo, hullo i' he said
The officers kept silent like schoolboys taken at fault
Sipailov looked round at them slowly, one after the other
Rezukhm was moving cards Makcev was putting on his
tunic Tubanov was carefully disentangling the ribbons
which streamed from his shoulder
Only Issak was taking no notice His eyes were fixed on
something beyond his comrades, beyond Mongolia On one
of his fingers, Sipailov caught sight of a ring which he
fancied he had seen before somewhere else
Zabiakin coughed
'I found that paper in the street/ he said, in an
unsteady voice
Sipailov did not seem to hear him
'You surprise me, gentlemen/ he said cDid you ever
hear of newspapers walking about all by themselves?'
Again a gurgle escaped from his throat 'Do you realize
what this means?' He flicked the newspaper with his
finger-nail 'It means that there are Bolsheviks in Urga'
He swung round towards Zabiakin 'Where did you find
it?9
'In Maimacheng  I can show you the exact place *
'You didn't notice anybody about?'
cNo, I didn't'
'No clue at all, eh?'
For the last few moments, Tubanov had been wanting
his say His tongue was itching
'In Maimacheng, you say1?' Sipailov repeated
'I     . I might      ' Tubanov began
He stopped as his eyes met Sipailov's How was he
going to explain his previous silence? But his urge to talk
was too strong for him
'One mght,' he went on, 'when I was on a roof      *
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